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blances in particulars, it is not mere guessing to as-
sume that Shakespeare, who settled in London and
joined the Earl of Leicester's company of players
while all the world was talking of Sidney's life and
its heroic ending, had him in his thoughts when he
made Ophelia speak of Hamlet as

The courtier's, scholar's, soldier's eye, tongue, sword,
The expectancy and rose of the fair State,
The glass of fashion and the mould of form,
The observed of all observers.

How Sidney was regarded by men who could not
have been blamed had they shut their eyes to his
merits may be learned from one of the " Four
Sonnets to- Sir Philip Sidney's Soul," written by
Thomas Constable, the Papist who had to divide
much of his life between exile and imprisonment
on account of his religion, yet had nothing but ten-
derness and reverence for one who was a foremost
champion of Protestant supremacy.

Give pardon, blessed soul, to my bold cries,

If they, importunate, interrupt the song
,   Which now, with joyful notes, thou sing'st among
The angel-choristers of heavenly skies !
Give pardon, eke, sweet soul, to my slow cries,

That since I saw thee now it is so long,

And yet the tears that unto thee belong
To thee as yet they did not sacrifice!
I did not know that thou wert dead before:

I did not feel the grief I did sustain.
The greater stroke astonisheth the more:

Astonishment takes from us sense of pain:
I stood amazed when others' tears begun,
And now begin to weep when they have done.